POEMS FROM ARCADIA

Nous counsell'd Strephon Geron to pursue,
For he was old and easy would be caught:
But he drew her as love his fancy drew,
And so to take the gem Urania sought.
While Geron old came safe to Cosma true,
Though him to meet at all she stirred nought.
For Pas, whether it were for fear or love,
Moved not himself, nor suffered her to move.

So they three did together idly stay,

While dear Uran, whose course was Pas to meet,

(He staying thus) was fain abroad to stray

With larger round, to shun the following feet.

Strephon, whose eyes on her back-parts did play,

With love drawn on, so fast with pace unmeet

Drew dainty Nous, that she not able so

To run, brake from his hands, and let him go.

He single thus hop'd soon with her to be
Who, nothing earthly, but of fire and air,
Though with soft legs, did run as fast as he.
He thrice reacht, thrice deceived, when her to beat
He hopes, with dainty turns she doth him flee.
So on the downs we see, near Wilton fair,
A hastened hare from greedy greyhound go,
And- past all hope his chaps to frustrate so.

But this strange race more strange conceits did yield.
Who victor seem'd was to his ruin brought:
Who seem'd overthrown was mistress of the field*
She fled, and took: he followed, and was caught,
So have I heard, to pierce pursuing shield
By parents train'd the Tartars wild are taught,
With shafts shot out from their back-turned bow.
But, ah, her darts did far more deeply go.

As Venus* bird, the white, swift, lovely dove,

(O happy dove that art compar'd to her!)

Doth on her wings her utmost swiftness prove,

Finding the gripe of falcon fierce not fur;

So did Uran the narre, the swifter move

(Yet beauty still as fast as she did stir),

Till with long race dear she was breathless brought,

And then the phoenix feared to be caught.